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Author's Notes: 
| love this band and pairing more than life itself so.. here it is! Sorry if it isn't as overtly slashy as you 
would've liked, | tried to keep things as ‘realistic’ as | could 


Save me. 


Save me. 


SAVE MEII 


Kim's head is yanked out of the bath water with a heaving gasp. His eyes frantically dart around before they 


settle on Jonas, who consequently lets his head drop at that very moment. 


Kim's hands grapple onto the edge of the tub with a soft ‘of; his chin hitting the porcelain 


"What the fuck, man..." Kim mutters as he feels Jonas’ cold eyes on him. 


Licking his lips, he tries to regain his dignity (whatever that is) by raking his matted hair back, clearing his 
throat as he kicks himself further into his jeans. Jonas still looks unimpressed Jonas always looks unimpressed 


though. 


"What?" Snaps Kim after too many seconds of Jonas just standing there, looking at him with that empty stare 
of his. 


"What?? What do you want??" He throws his arms out. At the same time, the blood that got caught in his 


hair while he was pushing it back chooses to drip down his face. Kim licks it away quickly, his face turning red. 


"That won't kill you. Your brain's going to force you to breathe, its human instinct." Finally Jonas says as Kim 
rolls his eyes, trying to push himself up. 


"That won't kill you" He mocks with a dizzy head, wobbling around before he hits his hip against the veneer 
sink, leaning, "Yeah, | know it's not gonna kill me. If | was trying to kill myself, don't you think I'd just cut 


deeper?" 


Jonas doesn't answer and Kim gets a glimpse of himself in the bathroom mirror which is, consequently, also 
bloody and broken. Then again, he probably couldnt cut himself any deeper, not with how his hands were 
shaking, barely able to hold anything without the nerves forcing his muscles slack, buzzing from all the pain. 


Shit 


Jonas presses his thumb a few inches above the highest cut which is nearly up to his clavicle. Blood oozes out 
of the sore and his thumb is unnecessarily big and feels unnecessarily big. Everything about Jonas is 


unnecessarily big 


"Let me help you clean up." He says, more as a command than a friendly offer because Lord knows Jonas is a 


controlling fuck, but Kim still shakes him away, 
"| don't need help." 
Jonas looks him dead in the eye, "Too fucking bad” 


With friends like these, who needs enemies? Although if you catch Kim on a good day, he'll probably say, 
"They're not my friends, they're just people | don't hate." in a cyrical tone. Jonas, on the other hand, will 
probably say that they're friends and have been so since an afternoon in 2005. He can't remember what 
happened that afternoon, but he knows that they're friends. It's real push-and-pull. What any of this means, 
the band, everything, none of them know. 


"Still hanging around that Kvarforth guy?" Jonas asks when he gets Kim into the kitchen. He repeats after 


Jonas in a quiet, mocking tone before murmuring, "Of course | hang out with him." 


Well, he's not really friends with Niklas either. Most of the time Kim and Niklas drink and do coke together. He 
can't say he particularly trusts Niklas, especially since the sleazeball tried coming onto him before but.. at 
least Niklas doesn't complain about the messed up shit Kim likes to do, right? 


"He's going around talking ‘bout how you two fucked" Says Jonas as he's going through the kitchen cabinets 
looking for a first aid kit or something resembling one. "Oh well" Kim scoffs, resting his head against the 
kitchen table, watching the way the light bounces off of the glass. "He probably only told you. Anyone who 
thinks I'd ever fuck a guy can jump off of a bridge, man." He mumbles, "He's just trying to get on your 


nerves, Jonas." 


"Niklas should've learned by now that it's not easy to do that." His voice goes ever-so-slightly amused there 
as he brings out the vodka and clean dishrags. "You hanging around him after he says these kinds of things 
about you does get on my nerves though. Just a little bit” 


"Yeah, well, what do you want me to do?" Sighs Kim, holding out his wrists miserably as he hears the legs of 
the chair scrape the floor. Jonas uncaps the bottle, dousing the rag before he begins to lightly press the towel 


against Kim's arms. 
"You're his type, you know that? Small, weak, easily manipulated." He says. 


Kim looks up, "I must not be that easily manipulated because | already knew that. Thanks, Captain Obivous. 
Niklas wants to fuck everything, what else is new? Who cares?" 


Jonas doesn't answer, he just keeps patting the towel around Kim's arm. His touch is feather light enough that 
it doesn't make him hurt anymore than he already does. Jonas has a habit of being like that. He doesn't make 
things hurt more than they do. On a whim, Kim's fingers wander around his wrist, pinching the sleeve of his 
Slipknot hoodie and pulling it up. "Hypocrite." He says when he sees the cuts along Jonas’ wrist. 


"We all have our vices but at least | don't simulate myself drowning." He dismisses as Kim presses his nose 


against his skin and changes the subject, "Are the anxiety meds not working?" 
This time Jonas answers apprehensively. "Not enough.” 


Kim feels Jonas’ pulse against his nosebridge, his mind is already weak and hazy and it half-forms the 
thoughts: ‘Well.. get your medication fucking adjusted then’ and ‘stop raising the dosage yourself, no wonder it 
wears off like it does’ but instead he just mumbles, "That sucks." 


Kim knows that if he's got anybody in this world that really, really cares for him and doesn't have a hidden 
agenda, it's probably Jonas. They're probably friends, especially if Kim's given him his extra key, he just doesn't 
wanna admit it. He feels pretty alone in this world, even if he's got people to be around, he just doesn't feel like 


changing that. He doesn't feel like dealing with the finality of life either. 


"You look like you're deep in thought" 

"Ever the speaker of the obvious, aren't we? When aren't | though?" Kim snorts, feeling Jonas’ arm drop, 
meaning he's done cleaning him like a liffle baby. He goes for the bandages next, one hand holding Kim's to keep 
his arm still, the other wrapping the gauze. Man, he doesn't feel so good- not anymore. The pain-high's gone 
and Kim realizes that he's squeezing Jonas' hand as if to assure himself that he's really there. Jonas is really 
there, wrapping up his wrists. Kim frowns, his jaw setting. 

"How's the lady?" He asks to fill the silence. 

"The lady's doing fine. Keeping me off the drugs though." The other drugs, Kim's mind corrects. "Ah." 


That's when Kim can't help but be a little bit jealous. Jonas has someone to look after him, everybodies got 
someone to look after them, even Niklas. Kim doesn't have anybody to be there though, not in the morning or 


at night.. 


Jonas braces a hand on Kim's shoulder, squeezing firmly as he lets his forehead come in contact with his 


chest. He's soft, he smells a little sweaty but he's still soft. 


‘I'll be fine." Kim says, his voice a warbled croak as the hand migrated to the small of his back, joined by the 
other. 


The blood has already began to seep through the gauze. 


"| know." He responds as time stands still. 


The End 


